
The Tugedfc 

La, Doefl graunt me hedgehog , then God grant me too 
Thou maieft be damned for that wicked dccdc. 

Oh he was gentle, milde,and vertuous. 

qio. The fieterfor the King ofHeauen that hath him. 

La. He is in heauen, where thou {bale ncuer come. 

Glo. Let him thanke me that holpe to fend him thither, 

For he was fitter for that place then earth. 

La. And thou vnfit for anyplace buthell. 

Glo. Yes one place elfe, ifyou will heare me name it. 

L a. Some D ungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. 

La. HI refi'bctide the chamber where thoulicfL 
Glo. So will it Maddam till 1 lie with you. 

La. Ihopefo. 

Glo. I know fo, but gentle Lady Anna, 

To leaue this kind incounter of your wits, 

And fall fomew hat into a flower methode : 

Is not the cauferof the time-lefle deaths. 

Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and gdward, 

As blamefull as the executioner ? 

La. Thou art the cauie, andmoft accurfteffe£h 
Git. Your beauty was the caufe of that effect. 

Your beauty which did haunt me in my fleepe, 

To vndertake the death of all the world. 

So I might reft that houre in your fweete bolbme^ 

La. If I thought that, I tell thee homicide, 

Thefe nailes fhould rend that beauty from their cheekes. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could ncuer endure fweetc beauties wrack 
You fhould not blemifh theta if I flood by: 

As al the world is cleared by the Sunne, 

So I by that, it is my day, my life. 

La. Blacke night ouerfhad thy day, and death thy life. 
Glo, Curfe not thy /elfe faire creature, thou art both. 
La. I would I were to be reuetiged on thee. 

Glo. It is a quarrel! moft vnnaturall, 

To be reuenged on him that loueth you . 

La. It is a quarrell iufi and reafonable, 

To be reuenged on him that flew my Husband, 

Glo. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband 
&id it to hclpe thee to a better husband. 
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La. His better doth not brea- h v pon the earth. 

Glo. Go too, he lines thadoues you better then be -could. 

Lrf.Narpehim Glo, Plantagcnet. 

L a. Why what was hee ? 

Glo. The fclfefame namebut one of better nature, 

La. Where is hee ? 

Glo. Hccre, Sheeffittethathim. 

yyhy doeftfpitat me? 

La. Would it weremortall poyfonfor thy fake. 

(y/a. Ncuer came poyfon from fo fwcete a place- 

La. Neuerhung poyion on a fowler toadc. 

Out of my fight thoudoeft infe&my eyes. 

Glo. thine eyes fweete Lady hauc infe&ed mine, 

La. Would they were Bafiljskes to firike thee dead. 

Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once, 

For now they kill me with a liuing death : 

Thofe eyes of thine ,from mine hauc drawnc fait tcares. 
Shamed their* afpetfl with flare ofchildifh drops, 

I ncuer fued to triads nor enemy, 

My tongue could neuer learne fweete fmoothing words. 

But now thy beauty is propofdemyfcet 
My proud heart lues, and prompts my tongue to fpeake, 
Teach no: my lips fuch fcorne,for they were made 
For kifiingLad.y jiotfoi fuch contempt. 

If thy reuengefuU heart cannot for giue, 

Loc here I lend thee this flwpe poypted iwerd, 

Which if you plcafe to hide in this true bofome. 

And let the foule forth that adorneth thee : 

I lay it naked to thy deadly flroake : 

And humbly beg the death vpontny knee. 

Nay.doc not pavyfe.,twas I thatkild your husband. 

But twas thy beauty that prouoked me s 
Nay now difpatch, twas I that kild king Henry, 

But twas thy heauenly face that fee me op : Here Jhe let s 

Takevpthefwordagaine,ortakevpme. faHtbefmrd. 

La. Atife diffembler, though I wiftuhy death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill my felfe, and I will defile. , 

La. 1 ha«e alrcadie. 
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